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Then we flew on again into a plain, cut by the numer-
ous tributaries of the Shatt el Adhaim, running from the
great watershed of the Kurdish foothills. The flat
plain terminated abruptly in a wall of hills, again like
slabs steeply tilted up in strata, warm ochre and orange
in colour; and behind the wall the hills fell away only
to rise in serried ranks, layer upon layer, bluff upon
bluff, as far as the eye could see, right up to the rugged
ranges of mountains under the grey ceiling of cloud.
These hills looked like a great army suddenly arrested
on the march, and flanked by the plain. And the
plain was by no means bare. For it held the imprints
of a hundred civilizations; old towers stood on mounds,
the mounds of the crumbled edifices of the past. Built
and built again on their own ruins by successive com-
munities, they had witnessed life's little round, grim
and quiet, until it was finished, and restarted, and
finished again. And there were dim markings on the
face of the plain that were a mystery known only to the
ancient hills that looked down upon them through the
changing seasons; that saw the plain baked and parched
ii* the scorching summer, and give forth its young
herbs in the springtime, until purple and green glowed
round the beds of the chais,1 running past the old
dreamy towns. And where the chais, in their broad
beds now but winding streaks of silver, and yet anon
to come rushing down in spate carrying even bridges
before them, came to the wall of hills, they had forged
wide gateways, having eroded the rock century by cen-
tury; and the hills looked as if they stood apart to let
the water through. And at such entrances were Tuz
and Tauk and Kirkuk.

1 Brooks or rivers.